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and added: "That's what I was told by one of the members of the
executive committee which accepted the Marquis' nomination."
The southwestern Representative asked: "Do you know him?"
All snickered as they observed the embarrassed expression on his
face. "Well-well, at least I've heard of him. He was one of the
Seiyukai organizers, too, but he didn't have time to associate with us."
The listeners laughed good-naturedly.
Bells called the meeting.

The Seiyukai members and their supporters lazily filed into the
auditorium. The only well-occupied place in the hall was on the small
platform.

The chairman began the proceedings but the audience paid little
attention. They were still talking and laughing. Ito began delivering
his farewell address.

The southwestern Representative remarked: "Ah, I have no particu-
lar liking for President Ito, but I feel sorry for him. To think he had
to depart completely defeated from the Party he built."

He stopped when the retiring leader concluded with: "Gentlemen,
my successor and your new leader, the former President of the Privy
Council, Marquis Saionji Kimmochi!"

A commentator in the group went on: "He looks like an old rain-
soaked wild pigeon, uncouth and weather-beaten, ready to fold up in a
nest. Give Ito hands for the last time."

Then the fanner Representative suddenly shouted in a high-pitched
voice: "Yaw! The Star Actor!" as Saionji walked to the speaker's
rostrum.

The shouting threw the house into a roar of laughter with hundreds
of other loud and unfriendly remarks about the New President. The
chairman frantically banged the table without effect. Soon the noise
subsided, but the audience didn't know what the speaker was talking
about. All anyone could hear was his neighbor's comments on the
style of the new leader's clothes.

President Saionji's perfectly tailored, snow-white linen frock-coat
with trousers to match startled the assembly and was the subject of
their wild comments. This attire, his smooth, refined face, and his
poise bespoke the actor rather than the politician.

The elderly Representative, who was listening intently, poked his
neighbors and whispered:

"Silence, boys! There is something new in this man. Look, he is
speaking without notes. If you boys will listen to him, his diction is;